

of Tim An (Ironicm. 

of old Andromtus. And what and if 
Hisforrowcs hauefooucrwhelmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus affli&cd in his wreakcs. 

His fits, his frenzic, and his bittcrnes ? 

And now he writes to heauen for his rcdrefle. 

See heeres to Ioue, and this to Mercury t 
This to Apollo , this to the God of warre : 

Sweet fcrowles toflie about theftrects ofRorne, 

Whatsthis but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuftice euery where? 

A goodly humour, is it not my Lords ? 

A s who would fay, in Rome no iuftice were i 
But iflliue, hisfained cxtafies 
Shall be no Ad ter to thefe outrages. 

But he and his (hall know that iuflice Hues 
In Saturninus health, whome if he flcepe, 

Heele fo awake, as he in fury (hall 

Cut off the proud’ft confpiratour that Hues, 

Tamora. My gracious Lord, my louely Suturuiucj 
Lord ofrny life, commaunder ofmy thoughts, 
Calmethee,andbeare the faults of Tims age, 

Th’effc&s of fotrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofc loftc hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart. 

And ra ther comfort his diftrefl'ed pligh t, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the heft 

For thefe contempts : Why thus it fhail become 

Hie witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Titus I hauc touched thee to the quicke. 

Thy lifeblood out : if Ann now be wife. 

Then is allfafe,thc Anchor’s in the port. 

Enter CloVene. 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs t 
Clotyne. Yea forfeoth, and your Mifterfhip be Ercpcriall. 

H 2 ‘ Tame* 




